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Teenage Wasteland 


by BleepBloopBotz 


Summary 


For his last summer at Camp Phoenix, Ron would like to get some nice last memories, make 
his mark and try to keep a lid on his temper when forced to interact with the snooty pricks 
from the camp across the lake. 


For his last summer at Camp Serpent, Harry would like to keep his head down, have a bit of 
fun and avoid being dragged into confrontations with the people from the camp across the 
lake. 


Those plans are shattered tremendously in a summer neither of them will ever forget. 


The Harry/Ron Summer Camp AU no-one asked for or wanted. 


Chapter 1 


Ron flinched as the bus drove through yet another pothole. It was a miracle the old piece of 
rubbish was still together after all these years. It had been smoking and in need of repairs the 
first summer it had taken Bill and Charlie away to the camp, and over a decade of Hagrid's 
driving since certainly hadn't done it any favours. 


Speaking of things past their prime, Ron couldn't help but pout slightly at the sight of his bag. 
The bottom was very close to giving out and he doubted it would last the whole of the 
summer. If Ginny felt any similar about her identical situation, she didn't show it, instead idly 
staring out of the fly covered window. 


Ron had initially felt a rush of shame at the idea of having to sit next to Ginny on the bus. 
She was his little sister for crying out loud! But, getting on and seeing Lavender had 
purposefully left the seat next to her vacant had quickly put such silliness to bed. 


It wasn't that Ron didn't like Lavender. She was friendly, a good singer at the campfire and 
laughed hard at the kind of jokes that made other girls turn away with a crinkle of their noses. 
It was just the fact that she was comically unsubtle about wanting an epic summer romance 
before she left the camp and was going to use any opportunity to get it. 


Lavender wasn't the only who prattled on about that subject. In the past few weeks, whenever 
Fred got the chance, he would get up in Ron's face asking him about his own plans for 
romantic misadventures at Camp Phoenix. If Fred was to believed, he had been having flings 
with girls since the moment he had first stepped into his cabin. George would shake his head 
whenever he got too obnoxious and would mutter something that sounded vaguely like 'bed- 
wetter’. 


The twins had made the most of their time at camp and their legendary exploding toilet prank 
on Camp Serpent's Graham Montague was unlikely to ever be forgotten. Percy had never 
spoken too fondly of his own time at the camp, although Ron doubted he would've met his 
boyfriend Oliver at one of the business analysis lectures that Percy looked forward to like any 
normal person would Christmas. 


Charlie would come back home every August with a laundry list of new scars and bruises 
from trying to do every dangerous activity he could think of while away from his mother's 
watchful gaze, as while as being a team leader during the annual Camp Games. Bill had 
solidly made a reputation as camp heartthrob. Whenever his siblings brought it up, he would 
rub his neck in the most infuriatingly humble way and insist he 'wasn't that popular". 


And then there was him. Ron. The youngest one. The one who hadn't much of anything out 
of his time at Phoenix. He enjoyed his summers there a lot and wasn't a social outcast at all. 
He savoured the little spark in his cabinmates' eyes when they saw him coming and the 
laughter that would ensue whenever he made some comment about the size of the private 
parts of whichever Camp Serpent person insisted on keeping their huge yacht bobbing in the 
lake near their fancy dock. 


But, he hadn't really...made a mark he guessed the correct term was. He wasn't prone to 
dubiously legal pranking like the twins, hadn't done much in the last few Camp Games (not 
that they ever won anyway) and he truly had zero clue as to whether or not he was anywhere 
remotely near heartthrob looking. In the back of his mind, a little voice had been screaming 
and raving at him that it was his year this year and that he had to do Whatever It Took to 
reach the level of his brothers. 


Ron thought the little voice had some good points, even if it was an overdramatic ninny. 


Ginny nudged Ron roughly on the shoulder and wordlessly gestured out of the window as the 
bus finally pulled up to Camp Phoenix. The grandiose name was perhaps unfitting for the 
series of decades old wooden buildings, two of which had a termite problem at any given 
time, but Ron still couldn't resist the silly sense of warm pride in his chest at the sight. 


The junior campers had already arrived and were running around in sugar filled highs that 
made Ron feel nostalgic in a way that made him cringe. Bloody hell, he was just 17. No need 
to start looking back like an old man just yet. 


He tentatively swung his old bag over his shoulders and awkwardly stood up, ironically 
hitting his head on the overhead compartment and wishing he wasn't so tall. He followed 
Ginny off the bus and made a beeline for the Lions cabin that had been his destination for the 
past six years. The lion painting above the door was extremely crude and amateurish, but 
during Ron's earlier years, it had looked (and still felt) positively badass. 


Seamus and Dean were already there, having been on one of the earlier buses. They were 
both busy unpacking but perked up when they saw him. Ron took notice of the C.I.T badge 
pinned to Dean's shirt and got a flashback of Percy at his most unpleasant. 


"How are you?" asked Seamus. 

"Y'know how it is," shrugged Ron. 

"I hear you." said Dean with a nod. 

Only the most exciting conversations took place in the Lion Cabin. 


Dean took the moment to puff out his chest slightly to showcase his badge, reminding Ron 
even more of his middle brother. 


"I've heard some news!" he said in a clearly rehearsed fashion. 
"What?" asked Ron. 


"They're expanding the Camp Games." said Dean feverishly. "They're gonna run all year 
‘round now!" 


That was definitely a surprise. All the other years, they had been crammed tightly in the last 
week before they were sucked back into the soul-crushing nightmare that was the public 
school system. 


"Really?" 


"Yeah." said Dean, nodding his head and giving the impression of a dog wanting a treat very 
badly. 


"And there's gonna be a party at Camp Serpent tomorrow night to kick it off!" said Seamus, 
looking conflicted on whether to cheer the concept of a party or to grimace at the mention of 
their rivals. Ron was in a similar position. 


On one hand, Camp Serpent were a bunch of spoiled, prissy jerks who looked down on Camp 
Phoenix for actually being a summer camp and not a bloody country club like theirs 
essentially was. On the other hand...he did like parties, especially ones where he could wear 
whatever he wanted and not formal ones where he would be trapped in a hand-me-down tux 
that was liable to fall apart around him and leave him standing in his hand-me-down boxer 
shorts in the middle of the dance floor. He had a vivid nightmare about that scenario at least 
once a month. 


"I guess...it could be fun. It'll be, y'know, interesting to see what kind of activities they do this 
year." said Ron in a non-commital tone. 


"There's be gonna be tons more than normal." said Dean. "All the activities you could ever 
think of. Something for everyone they say." 


That was interesting. Maybe the little voice in the back of Ron's voice would stop being an 
oppressive tyrant if he took part in this year's Games. Ron doubted he'd ever hear a peep from 
the voice ever again if they actually won, as unlikely as that was. 


Wouldn't that be a dream? 


Ron was so caught up in his philosophical thinking that he hadn't noticed the bottom of his 
bag inevitably giving away and dumping all his things out onto the floor. Dean and Seamus 
cackled as he swore and crouched down to start cleaning up. 


Camp this year was off to a truly exceptional start, five stars all around. Ron could've swore 
he heard the little voice in his head tutting self-righteously at him. 


Little shit. 


Chapter 2 


Harry winced at the intensity of the sun baking through the car window. It really was awful 
today. If Sirius felt the same, he didn't show it. He had turned the car radio to a station 
containing songs Harry had never heard of but Sirius knew all the words to and sang along 
with without a care in the world. 


Harry wished he could say that he spent the drive to Camp Serpent buzzing with excitement 
about all the summer fun he was sure to have. In reality, his true feelings had been one of 
bubbling dread at another three months at this hellish place. 


Perhaps that was a bit overdramatic but the camp was really nothing like the brochures made 
it. Well, in an aesthetic sense it was true. Lots of modern white buildings that always felt 
more at place in an all inclusive resort than a summer camp. But the pictures of smiling teens 
getting along famously couldn't be further from the reality. 


Harry had never seen a group of sharks rip apart some prey, but he imagined the social 
situation at Camp Serpent bore more than a passing resemblance. Sure, on the surface 
everything was nice and cordial, perhaps a bit too much. But you only had to dig a little 
deeper to learn just how...dark things could get. 


People there were cliquey and vicious in a way that made Harry's nerves curdle. You never 

knew whose bad side you were on with the fake smiles and sugary sarcasm that flew about. 

He had never been anti-social but he had learned long ago that it was best to stay around the 
people he knew weren't budding sociopaths. 


He didn't really bring any of this up to Sirius. Whenever the topic of camp came up, Sirius 
and Remus would both become uncharacteristically wistful and launch into stories about their 
own adventure filled summers that they shared with the two people who would eventually 
become Harry's parents, and Harry didn't have it in him to damper their moods. 


As they pulled into the car park, Sirius turned around and grinned widely. In the passenger 
seat, Remus worriedly went through a checklist. 


"Do you have your sunscreen?" 
"Yes." 


"Do you have enough changes of underwear? If you run out, you can always walk into the 
town to get some more, you know how to get there?" 


"Ves " 
"Do you have enough lotion?" 


"Yes, Remus. I'm fine, I have everything. I always have everything. You make sure of that." 
said Harry with a laugh. Remus went pink. 


"Just making sure." he said as Harry got his bag and opened the door. 
"And I appreciate it. See you two, love you both." said Harry as he climbed out. 
"Love you too," called Remus. 


"Have a great time, pup." said Sirius. Harry cringed at the use of his nickname. It never failed 
to make him feel all of five years old. Nevertheless, he waved goodbye enthusiastically 
before setting off to the dormitory building to check in. 


Harry had a sneaking suspicion the average summer camp didn't have a dormitory building. 
There was already a healthy amount of people milling around, talking about things that had 
happened at their preparatory schools or complaining about missing their family holiday to 
the Maldives. Harry saw Graham Montague and quickly hurried inside. Montague had had it 
out for Harry ever since he had laughed when those people from Camp Phoenix had pranked 
him. In Harry's defense, it had been quite funny. 


Harry exchanged hellos with the Patil sisters as he came in. They were some of the few other 
campers Harry could unabashedly say were 'pretty alright’. It was with a sense of relief that 
Harry looked at the noticeboard and saw that this summer he would be roommates with 
Michael Corner, who himself was 'pretty alright’. He had spent the last three years sharing a 
room with Blaise Zabini and would pay good money to have the memories lobtomized out of 
his brain. 


He quickly went upstairs and went about unpacking as slow as possible to avoid the risk of a 
confrontation with Montague or one of his pals. He was so busy he didn't notice that his two 
friends had silently creeped into the room, with bright grins on their faces. 


"Harry!" said Hermione. "We have great news!" 

"What?" He noticed how flushed but giddy Neville looked. 

"You know Hannah? Susan's friend who goes to Camp Phoenix?" 
"Yeeeaaahhhhh." He really did not in the slightest. 


"Shesaidshedgowithmetothedance!" yelled Neville, like he couldn't believe his good fortune. 
From the the looks on his and Hermione's faces, Harry could only guess he had missed out on 
some saga of Neville trying his damndest to ask this random girl out. Good for him. 


"Good work Neville. Er, what dance?" Hermione rolled her eyes. 


"The one tomorrow night to commemorate the start of this year's summer-long Camp Games. 
I told you about it so many times." Harry drew a blank. 


"Er, yeah that one." he said. 


"Umbridge is really adamant that everyone participate in one of the challenges this year. She 
really wants to crush Camp Phoenix," grimaced Hermione. 


Harry didn't see why Umbridge had to be so vindictive, they had won the Camp Games every 
year he and Hermione had been attending and yet she still acted like a sergeant deciding how 
to best proceed with a siege on the Imperial Palace whenever they came around. 


"She's gonna be totally unbearable isn't she?" said Neville glumly. 


"Probably," snorted Harry. A particularly rotten year at his posh school (which he attended 
mainly due to Remus teaching there) had lowered his tolerance for bullshit quite severely. 


"We should at least try our best." said Hermione. 


"And y'know try to win." said Michael, who came in and began setting out his things out on 
his bed. Harry rolled his eyes. He generally liked Michael, but the guy was a savage monster 
when it came to competitions. 


Before Harry could make what he had no doubt would have been the wittiest remark any 
mortal had ever conceived, the sound of hysterical shrieking could be heard from down the 
hall. Neville's face went white. 


"Trevor!" he yelped before rushing out into the hall, followed by Hermione (who sincerely 
wanted to help) and Michael (who was never one to miss out on drama). Left alone, Harry 


shook his head with a fond smile. 


Every fucking year. 
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